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Gunpowder 


Author's Notes: 
Yay, Taurus03! This is beyond unfinished, of course. But | wanted to get the first chapter in while Ficmas was 


still going on. I'm a big fan of these crossovers, so | hope | can do ya proud :) 


October, B 


"So, where's your package?" 
"Damn, you little slut, how many times you think you can take it tonight?" 
Izzy tipped his face toward Axl. "m talking about your death threat, you egotistical fuckbag." 


Sliding his arm out from beneath Izzy's head, Axl propped himself on his elbow. "Jesus, who said | got any 
death threats?" 


"Beta. She seemed pretty freaked out about it. Said you wouldn't let her call the cops." 

"Ohh," Axl said, and rolled out of bed "It's over here. And don't listen to Beta, she thinks I'm gonna die if | drink 
a fucking Coke too fast” He crossed the bedroom to where he had put the tiny box away in a drawer, and 
withdrew it with great pomp. 


"You mean... fhis.. little monster?" he said, holding it aloft in one palm and framing it flamboyantly with the 
other hand like a spokesmodel. He brought the offending parcel back to the bed and sat down. 


Izzy eyed it with suspicion "What the fuck is it?" 
"Open it" 


Moving as slowly as possible and giving Axl the death glare the whole time, Izzy poked open the little shipping 
box and dug through the bubble wrap inside until he found the pearl within: a red velvet ring box. He paused. 


"Check it out," Axl said. 

"| swear to god, if some spring-loaded shit comes flying outta here," Izzy said, pulling the ring box out. He 
creaked it open to reveal a folded-up piece of paper stuck in the underside of the lid-and a .22 round nestled 
where the ring should have been 

"What in the everloving fuck” 

"That's what | said! Read the note." 

Squinting apprehersively in Axl's direction again, Izzy dug the note out and unfolded it. 


You did good so far, Im surprised! No need to exercise my little insurance. Yet. But | have an offer you might find 
interesting, we should talk 


Axl watched as Izzy's eyes scanned the message and the phone number listed beneath. It was signed with a 
smiley face. 
“insurance? What the hell is going on?" 


Taking the note from Izzy's hand, Axl read over the words it contained for the hundredth time since yesterday 


morning, when it had arrived at his front door by overnight mail. Then he grinned. 


"Pretty sure this charming little thing is from Richie Sambora" 


Izzy's face was unmoved. "Funny." 
"I'm serious!" 


Pulling the cartridge out of the box and inspecting it, Izzy said, "Why the fuck would you get a death threat 


from Richie Sambora?" 

"Its not a fucking death threat!" 

"Then what is it? A love letter?" 

Axl laughed. “Uh... not exactly. But um... well. Let me catch you up. For starters, | fucked Jon Bon Jovi." 
Izzy looked up, his face still unmoved except for a slow, unimpressed blink. 

"lm serious!" Axl insisted again 


"Okay," Izzy said, shaking his head as if coming out of a daze. "lim gonna pretend you're not fucking with me 
right now for whatever reason and just remind you that you fucking hate Jon Bon Jovi." 


Shrugging, Axl said, "He's not as bad as | thought. | wouldn't tell him that, but he's not" 
"Okay, so when did this supposedly happen?" 

"Couple years ago in Inglewood" 

"On tour?" 

"Yeah" 


Izzy was quiet for a few moments, processing. Then: "Wait! That night when you woke me up drunk off your 
ass, telling me not to go--" 


Axl grunted. 

"Shit." Izzy said. "You fucked Jon Bon Jovi? How did that come about?" 
"We fucking got in a fight. It was the weirdest shit." 

"Like a fist fight?" 


"Not exactly, but close." 


Examining the round again, Izzy said, "That is messed up.” 


Its not the whole story, either. Him and Sambora were fucking, and he fucking goes home and fells Sambora 
about it. It turned into a whole big thing." 


"| don't even-| don't even know what to fucking say to you right now." 
"Yeah, and like a year later he fucking calls me up and asks if | want in on a three-way.’ 
"Now you're just lying.” 


Axl put a hand up. "| swear to god. May | get struck down with a bolt of lightning right now if I'm lying. 
Remember when | stayed with you and told you | got mixed up in some shit-" 


| thought you were using-" 

Heaving an exhale, Axl said, "So that's about it" 

"Except someone sending you ammo in the mail?" 

"Ah, yeah. Sambora told me if | talked to PrettyBoy again, he'd send a hitman after me." 
Izzy began to recoil, so Axl quickly added, "He was kidding. | think 

"So you're saying this is from him?" 

"Yeah, that's what l'm guessing.” 

"Shit," Izzy muttered 


Axl tossed the box and note on the floor, before sliding down onto his back again. He held out his arms and 
Izzy laid back down too. They stayed like that, in silence, for maybe a full minute, before Izzy said, 


"So what's it mean then? What's he want?" 

"If | had to guess, I'd say it's an invitation to another, uh... meeting’ 

He waited for what felt like an hour before Izzy now propped himself on an elbow. 
"You serious” 


"Yeah." 


Izzy puckered up his lower lip in thought. Then he said, "Can | watch?" 


Sparks 


Jon stood there staring, accusing, like he had any fucking right in the world to judge anyone. 


A part of Richie, instinct built from so many years of dealing with the guy, almost played it down just to avoid 
the inevitable unholy onslaught. Instead, he drew his shoulders back and said, "What's the problem? | thought 
you'd be into it” 


Jon's eyes widened into perfectly round coins, even while his eyebrows stitched up into confused and pissed off 


furrows. "What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


Richie was tired of talking. He was tired of whatever this was. This, where Jon seemed to call all the fucking 
shots, even the ones that Richie was too fucking stupid to know were being called, and he always jumped 
anyway. Like a fucking idiot marionette. Flinging his limbs around to the sound of Jon's beck and call and never 
asking any questions. 


He peeled off his shirt, still wet with sweat from the show, and threw it on the floor. Unbuckling his belt, he 


said, "l'm getting a shower." 
"What? The fuck?" Jon demanded. "No! Fucking stand here and tell me what the fuck is going on" 


Richie brushed past him out of the living room of the suite and into the master bedroom, where he stripped 
his boots and pants off before making for the bathroom. Jon burst into the bedroom behind him. 


"So that's it? You're just gonna fuck with me and then not tell me why?" 


Despite his best efforts, a shocked and sarcastic laugh tumbled from Richie's throat. "Oh! The way you did 


with me?" 


"What the fuck does that mean?" 


"You weren't that fucking hammered. You fucking remember telling me that bullshit." 


Jon seemed genuinely confused for a moment, which made Richie want to plow a fist in his mouth. It wasn't a 


big deal to Jon Neither the action, nor telling Richie about it. The cocksucker honestly couldn't see the problem. 


When Jon finally seemed to understand, it was tentative. He still wasn't quite sure. "You mean about calling 


you?" 


"You're fucking ridiculous. You haven't changed, have you?" 


"What the fuck do you mean? | told you about that three days ago, and you're mad about it now? Why are 


you fucking mad anyway?" 


"Are you really that stupid? Do | really have to stand here in my fucking underwear and spell it out for you?" 


"Apparently you do, because | don't know what the fuck you're doing-" 


"You go off and get married without telling me, and shit changes, and we ain't talking for how long once we're 
off the road? And then, oh! You go and fuck some other dude and suddenly you're calling me up to make 
amends. Got it out of your system good that time and | got the benefit of your afterglow?" 


"You're twisting this up to make it sound worse than it is," Jon said. "You're making it sound calculated or 
something.” 


"How come you didn't call me til then?" 


"l-I don't fucking know! It just worked out that way!" 


"Why's the number still in your wallet?" 


Jon drew up straight and backed up a step as though he'd taken a physical blow. "What the fuck are you 
talking about?" he said. His tone was no longer the one of hapless shock it had been a moment ago. The words 


were clipped and his eyes were narrow. 


"You know exactly what l'm talking about," Richie hissed. 


"You went through my wallet? 


Richie laughed. "You trying to grab the moral high ground here? Fuck. You." 


"Fine. | forgot to take it out. | got a lot on my mind. You got me." 


"Fuck. You." 


"What do you want from me, Rich?" 


"Absolutely nothing," Richie said, finally stripping his underwear off and moving toward the shower. He knew he 
should feel vulnerable this way, at a disadvantage in battle or something, but he didn't. To his virulent delight, 
not giving a shit about something that, by all rights, should have made him feel defenseless, made him feel 
invincible. On that bitter high, he decided to reveal a secret of his own to Jon, who apparently didn't mind the 
whole filthy business of keeping secrets. 


"| coulda fucked him myself. After you blacked the fuck out. You wouldn‘ta known the difference. But | didn't 


because it didn't seem the right thing to do. For a few reasons. But sometimes | wonder." 


boom, right between the eyes 


"So that's why you contacted him then," Jon said, the narrowed little slits of his eyes stretching again, the 
sudden jolt of hurt prying them open. “That's why you want us to go back." 


In truth, Richie hadn't known what the end game was when he'd sent the package, except to help scratch a 
sort of vengefulness like he'd never felt before in his life. But now... 


„now there were so many thoughts. 


He stepped into the shower. "Us?" he said. "Who said you were invited?" 


Ignition 


December 7973 


Axl waited. 


For someone who sucked at waiting under most circumstances, he'd done a really fucking good job with this. 
After he'd shown Izzy the little "death threat" from Fuckface, he'd tucked it back into the drawer he'd 
retrieved it from and left it there for almost three months. Occasionally, he had even almost forgotten about 


it. 


Izzy hadn't forgotten about it. Every couple weeks, the man had made a comment or asked questions that 
brought Axl's memory back to the woebegore little invitation languishing unanswered in the drawer. Did you 


hear anything else? Did you get in touch with them? Do you plan to? 


Jesus, Axl would say, you really wanna watch this go down, dont you? 


Mostly because he liked fucking with Izzy. Every time he made a comment like that, Izzy would make a 
halfhearted attempt to clarify himself, and then go silent on the matter. Axl wasn't stupid. He knew Izzy was 
jealous as much as he was curious. He knew it because he had known Izzy since the dawn of time. He also knew 
it because every time they started the ultimately fruitless conversation, they would end up in bed with lzzy 
on top. 


But at some point, almost three months after receiving the package, and after a concomitant number of those 
futile conversation attempts followed by desperate fucking, Izzy had seemed to grow comfortable with the idea 
that Axl wasn't going to make the call. He had withdrawn into himself to write music on his own again and had 


left Axl mostly to his own increasingly boring devices. 


And so Axl had made the call. 


The number was for an answering service, and Axl had left a message for Sambora to get back with him 
during one of two very small windows of time: a Tuesday between 10:00 and Il:00 pm. and a Friday between 
7:00 and 4:00 p.m, Pacific time. He had come up with the times on the spot, for shits and giggles. Not only 
were the times specific as fuck, but they were also late as hell for the Fuckhead, who should be home from 


the road by now. 


Now he waited. Sambora had missed the Tuesday window. Granted, Axl had only left the message on Monday. 
Including Tuesday as a possibility had been as much a test as for a laugh. He figured if Fuckface called him 
back that soon, something weird was really going on. He wasn't sure if he wanted in on anything weird. 


Shit, the whole thing was weird, if he was honest with himself about it. But the entertainment value was 


immense. 


Now it was almost 9:00 o'clock on a Friday night, and Axl was sitting home alone by the phone like a teenager. 
It struck him that he should find his own behavior pathetic, but he didn't care for going out that much 
anymore anyway. He knew he was becoming a recluse, but it didn't bother him as much as he suspected it 


should. 


It was 8:52 when the phone blared into the silence of the room, and almost sent Axl out of his skin. He cleared 
his throat and took a long inhale, exhaling it slowly, attempting to soothe the rush of stress chemicals his 
startle reflex-and the unknown of what was going to happen when he picked up the receiver-pumped through 
him. 


"What?" he drawled into the phone. 


"There's some manners for you," the voice on the other end slurred. "Your mama must be proud." 


"You're drunk as fuck," Axl said, grinning to himself. The asshole had to tie a dozen on to call him back. 
"Where's your boy at?" 


"Jon? He's at home." 


Just jon, huh, not jonny? trouble in paradise? 


"Why aren't you with him, fucking him senseless?" 


"He's got a family," Richie said, and Axl thought he could actually hear the sneer in it. 


"Does he know you're talking to me?" 


"Do | need his fucking permission? He's not my wife." 


Axl laughed and then paused, the realization of what the Fuckhead's answer actually meant opening up like a 
flower in his mind. "Wait a second," he said. "This is about you, then?" 


"I don't fucking know, man. Why are you asking me so many questions? You a cop now?" 


Leaning back into the sleek, coffee-brown leather of the couch cushions, Axl said, "Goddamn, you aren't as fun 


a drunk as | remember." 


"Well, you're pissing me off” 


"What'd you expect? Did you dial the wrong number? Who is this?" 


"Fuck off" 


Axl chuckled again and, suddenly feeling a touch of.. something.. distinctly different from detached curiosity 
slither through him, said, "Family, huh? What's stopping you getting married and knocking someone up?" 


"| don't know, how'd that shit work out for you” 


Every cell in Axl's body recoiled for a split second. Crouching, readying themselves for fight or flight. He took a 
deep breath, and then another, and it passed, leaving only his heart pounding where it had buzzed him. Sharp, 
he thought, for a person twelve beers in 


"You're right," he said. "But my girl was batshit. You could find yourself a nice one." 


"What's it matter?" Richie asked, and Axl could hear the slosh and gulp of something being consumed. "The 
whole insi-inssi.." He stopped and enunciated his words so carefully it bordered on sarcasm. "institution is 


fucked" 


"Well, you're probably right about that," Axl said "What's any of this got to do with me?" 


"| wanna fuck you.” 


Axl sat forward, taking a moment to process. He had known the moment he had made sense of the package 
Sambora had sent that this is what the intention was: another dalliance in the comparatively antiseptic world 
of Bon Jovi. But hearing it spoken so abruptly, and from Sambora's mouth, free from any pretext of Jon being 
the catalyst this time, was utterly stupefying. 


And it made Axl's dick hard. 


"You ain't fucking me, Sambora," he said, making sure to keep his voice as level and assured as it had been 
through the rest of the conversation up to that point. 


"You wanna fuck me, then?" 


Jesus christ 


Axl shifted in his seat, opening his thighs a bit to make room for the sudden stiffness between them. "I didn't 
take you for a catcher," he said. "Sure didn't seem that way before." 


"You don't know anything about me." 


"Tell me then" 


"For starters, | don't appreciate you still been talking to Jon" 


It was almost enough to stifle the heat in Axl's groin. Almost. 


"Wait a second. | haven't talked to him since we all met up. And | doubt he even remembers that" 


"Then why's he still carrying around your number?" 


A cold cocktail of adrenaline and coveting lit up Axl's nervous system. "l.. | have no fucking clue, man. Did you 
ask him?" 


"He lied He's a fucking liar." 


"Okay." 


‘| wanna know what you got. | wanna know why he's fuckin obsessed with you." 


"He ain't obsessed with me, dickhead. You seem a little obsessed" 


The sloshing and swallowing sounds again, and then, "Maybe | am. | don't fuckin know. I'm tired." 


"Why don't you just sleep it off and.. | don't know. Call me back tomorrow?" 


"When? Between the hours of fuckin 217 and 218?" 


Laughing, Axl said, "Nah, I'll be home tomorrow. How's that? I'll carry the fucking handset around all day. Okay?" 


"Fine." 


There was a long pause, and Axl thought Sambora had hung up. He was about to hang up himself when the 


other man said, "You better." 


Axl smiled to himself and pushed the disconnect button. If the Fuckhead remembered this in the morring, 
which was a big if it was going to piss him off so bad. It was this thought, the exquisite cherry on top of 
everything else, that convinced Axl to unzip his pants and take his dick in his hand. 


Combustion 


"You actually called him?" Izzy's voice was soft, but there was a hard crease between his eyebrows. The 
paradox of the man's sober personality, the straight hippie, was ungodly enticing to Axl, but still a little 
confusing. Axl sometimes couldn't tell when they were fighting because Izzy didn't seem to raise his voice 


anymore. 


‘ls that a problem?" 


Izzy rubbed the back of his neck "I mean.. don't you think what they're doing is kinda weird?" 


"Well, yeah. But what way are you talking about?" 


"It seems like they're using you in some game between themselves." 


"Shit, | know that." 


"Then why are you getting involved?" 


Axl thought for a few seconds, then shrugged. "I don't know. Boredom?" 


He thought he saw the gears turning in Izzy's head at that. The crease between his eyebrows smoothed out 


for a moment, anyway. 


"You know, all this time, | thought maybe you were fucking with me. About the bullet and you know.. Jon Bon 
Jovi." The crease came back. "But you know what? A year ago, that fucker was trying to get me to open for 


him. | said no, because fuck that, but now lim wondering-" 


"He tried to poach you?" Axl interrupted, sudden anger roiling in his belly. What the fuck? 


"Poach me how?" Izzy countered, and he didn't have to raise his voice for Axl to know damn well they were 


now fighting. 


"| didn't mean that..." 


"Yeah, you did. But the point is, your bullshit with him is why he was after my ass, wasn't it?" 


"Why didn't you tell me about that?" 


Izzy shrugged. "Why would |? We weren't talking when it happened, and a lot of bands were calling me, so it 


wasn't a big deal." 


‘Its a big deal to me. You knew | fucking hated that guy." 


"Apparently you didn't fucking hate that guy. And why would | have to run my business decisions past you, 


anyway?" 


They stared at one another for what felt like hours, before Axl smirked and said, "Does this mean you don't 


want to watch?" 


Izzy's expression was unreadable. Fucking paradox. "Oh, | wanna watch." 


It was almost midnight, Axl's time, when Richie called him. Hammered again. 


"| didn't think you were ever gonna answer your phone, asshole.” 


"It rang twice, fucknugget." 


For some reason, probably the gallons of booze in him, this made Richie laugh. And laugh. And when he finally 
got done laughing, Axl could hear him mumbling something unintelligibly, and he wasn't sure if the guy was 
talking down the line or to himself. Maybe he had just forgotten he was on the phone. 


"You planning on talking to me with less than a keg in you at some point?" Axl said. 


"Ohh, maybe. | dunno. Why, you got a problem?" 


"Yeah, | fucking have a problem," Axl said. "Shits not fun when only one of us is fucked up." 


"Well, who told you to be sober?" 


"Personal experience, man." 


"You got a stick up your ass." 


This time, Axl laughed. "That's fucking ironic, coming from you. You still pissed at your boyfriend?" 


"Fuck off" 


"You can tell that dickwad ‘fuck you' from me, by the way, for what he tried with Izzy. | just found out about 
that shit today." 


There was a long pause on the other end of the line before Richie said, "What's that mean?" 


"You know exactly what it means. When your dickface boyfriend tried to get Izzy to open for your stupid 


asses.” 


"When the fuck was that? | don't remember that." 


"| don't fucking know when it was. Izzy said it was like a year ago." 


Richie's voice took a serious turn, almost halfway to sober. "Man, | don't remember that. | don't think he told 


me. 


"| don't think it was a legitimate offer," Axl said "I think he was trying to piss me off. Except Izzy never told 


me about it" 


"Shiiiit," Richie groaned. "What the fuck, man? What else ain't he tellin me?" 


"Is that a rhetorical question?" 


"What the hell is going on with you guys?" 


"I fuckin told you, | ain't talked to him since | saw you in person 


"Well, something's fucking going on, because this ain't like him." 


A jolt of impatience hit Axl in the sternum. "Apparently it is now, dumbass. He's got a different life now and 
you're not that big a part of it. You ever think of that?" 


The thick silence on the other end of the phone filled Axl with instantaneous regret. He hoped Sambora was 
just trying to make sense of the commentary, trying to get it through his booze-addled brain, and not sulking. 


But then Richie, sounding strangely together now, said, "I gotta go." 


"| didn't mean to-" 


"| gotta go. I'll talk to you later. | don't know." 


And the line went dead. 


he's got a different life now 


Axl rolled his eyes and pressed the disconnect button on his phone's handset. Why the fuck had he said that? 
He didn't know shit about what was going on between those two fucks anymore. He could hazard a wild guess 

that since Jon was married, Richie was lower on the priority list for important information. But he didn’t know 
that for sure. And the only reason he suspected it was because thats how his own bullshit dynamic with Izzy 


had worked since Annika had entered the picture. 


he's got a different life now and youre not that big a part of it 


Real subtle. 


Why hadn't zzy told him about the offer to play with the asshole? Granted, they hadn't been speaking much 
at that time, but they weren't not speaking. Something like that should have warranted a phone call, at least. 
The squeaky-clean band trying to filch the newly squeaky-clean musician as soon as his decontamination made 


him too virtuous for his old band... 


No. 


It wasn't fair, and Axl knew it. But there was a warmth in him from it that comforted him. The warmth flared 
bigger when he thought about how, at this moment, Sambora was probably waking Jon Bon Jovi up from a 
peaceful slumber next to his adoring wife, with a drunken phone call to ask him why the fuck he had pursued 
Izzy fucking Stradlin as an opening act a year ago and not tell his supposed best friend about it. And, most 
importantly, did it have anything to do with playing games with Axl Rose? 


Jon would tell his wife it was nothing, just Richie calling, that no, nothing was wrong, and with any luck, the 
ringing of the phone wouldn't wake up the baby that had completed the picture of Jon's normalcy. And then he 
would bring the phone out of the bedroom and into the bathroom, maybe, and close and lock the door, and do 
his best to keep his voice down while he told the person who was supposed to be closest to him in the whole 
world that he didn't owe him any explanations, and that he might talk to him tomorrow about it, when Richie 


was sober, and when they were all wide awake, thank you very much. 


Axl figured there was about a fifty-fifty chance that Richie Sambora, the fuckhead of all fuckheads, would be 
calling hm tomorrow, before he bothered trying to call Jon, and he decided he had nothing on his schedule that 
couldn't be rearranged to accommodate that possibility. 


